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At last I saw the shadowed bars.
Like a lattice wrought in lead,

Move right across the whitewashed wall
That faced my three-planked bed.

And I knew that somewhere in the world
God's dreadful dawn was red.

At six o'clock we cleaned our cells,

At seven all was still,
But the sough and swing of a mighty wing

The prison seemed to fill,
For the Lord of Death with icy breath

Had entered in to kill.

He did not pass in purple pomp,

Nor ride a moon-white steed.
Three yards of cord and a sliding board

Are all the gallows' need:
So with rope of shame the Herald came

To do the secret deed.

We were as men who through a fen

Of filthy darkness grope:
We did not dare to breathe a prayer,

Or to give our anguish scope:
Something was dead in each of us,

And what was dead was Hope.

For man's grim Justice goes its way,

And will not swerve aside:
It slays the weak, it slays the strong,

It has a deadly stride:
With iron heel it slays the strong,

The monstrous parricide!

We waited for the stroke of eight:
Each tongue was thick with thirst:

For the stroke of eight is the stroke of Fate
That makes a man accursed,

And Fate will use a running noose
For the best man and the worst.

We had no other thing to do,

Save to wait for the sign to come: